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TRE pathetic love adventure on which the 
ballad of William and Ellen is founded, has 
given riſe to much controverſy. Thoſe who 
wiſh to determine, whether the youth's name 
was William, or Adam, whether the fatal 
weapon was the bow, or the carbine, or 
whether the lovers met in America, or in 


the wilds of Tartary, may conſult the 


Gentleman's and Edinburgh Magazines, or | 


rather the traditional ſongs on the ſubject; 
of which there are a great many, and are 


well known to every admirer of the old 


Scottiſh ballad. 
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WILLIAM & ELLEN, 


"THEE 


Hz ſternly ſtrode acrofs the hall, 

And made his feathers nod ; 
His face was rough, and mark'd with age, 
_ His veins boil'd Scottiſh blood. 


His child was fair as he was rough, 
Fair Ellen was her name ; | 
And many a gallant Scottiſh youth, 
To woo his daughter came. 


The father's pride was all in gold; 
The boiſt'rous Irving ſtrove 

To gain her heart, but all in vain, 
For William 1 2 love. 
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Her William was the faireſt youth 
That Scotland ever ſaw ; 


Of ſtalwart height, as tow'ring pine, 
That decks the mountain's brow. 


He wore a tuft of comely plumes, 
Which nodded in the air; 

And o'er his manly ſhoulders broad, 
Flow'd locks of yellow hair. 


| | | His voice was ſoft, ſweet melody, 

| | 85 And oft? he ſweetly ſung, 

| | On Kirtle's brows, mongſt beechen boughs, 
Which o'er his rough ſtream hung. 


Here oft' upon the ſunny bank, 
They met to talk of love; 

Ard oft” by light, of ſtarry night, 

| They wander'd thro” the grove. 


In Irving's breaſt what fury rag'd ! 
And burning envy boil'd! 
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; | | He luſted for the lovely maid, 

| | But William made him wild, 

| He oft? among the willows lay, 

| Beneath the rooty brows ; 

4 | And liſten'd while they whiſper'd love, 
Each breath his anger blows. 
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The father's will he freely had, 
To wed the lovely maid 3- © 
But William was in all her heart, I 
sweet William all the ſaid. 


Her lovely face bedew'd in tears, 

Her father often found; 
Oft' as ſhe ſpoke of William's love, 
He ſpurn'd her on the ground. 


At length he ſwore a ſolemn oath, 
She, would be Irving's bride ; 

That very night, in ſpite of fate, 

Should lie by Irving's fide, 


Away ſhe went all drown'd in tears; 
She croſs'd the dreary moor; 
Where blaſts among the heather hiſs, 
And furious torrents roar. ; 15 


Her William heard the folemn oath, 
His anger made him wild; 

He curs'd the father in his heart, 
But kiſs'd his darling child. 


All guided by their youthful loves, 
Far from their father's home; 

Far from the black wood's lofty tow'rs, 
In dead of night they rom. | | 
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All as they wander'd through the wild, 
Of darkling woods and moor; 
Until they heard the ſounding waves, 
Daſh o'er the Bowneſs' ſhore. 


Oft* would they ſtay their fault' ring ſtep, . 
A death: like ſilence breatne 
They ſtart ! but hark! *tis but the wind., 

That ſtirs the oaken leaves ! 


They ſtart again! a lizard ſtirs! 
They thought a bandit” ſpoke ; 
*Twas but the owl in yonder thorn, . 
Or raven in the oak. 


Vet ſtill they ftart !**twas ſure ſome noiſe 
A ruſtling in yon wood! 

Tis but the fox upon the hunt, 

That ſmells the lambkin's blood. 


Where heavy o'er yon miſty moſs, 
A heron fails along; 

Her maw 1s cram*d with croaking frogs, . 
To feed her noiſy young. 


They onward paſs'd with trembling ſtep, 
| | 4 To where a ruin ſtood; 

; f A hoary, grey, and gothic tow'r, . 
1 | Long nodded o'er the flood. 
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And now the lover's hearts did cheer, 
To find at length a place; 


Where they might reſt their weary limbs, | 
They climb'd, and climb'd apace. 


Wild as it look'd, the ſtill abode, 
Of ghoſts and ſpirits drear ; . 

Nor ghoſts and goblins feared they, 
Nor cruel father's fear. 
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But here within the mould'ring walls, 
A little ſhelter found; 

Claſp'd in each others ſweet embrace, 
They lay'd them on the ground. 


*T was at the hour of midnight dark | 4 i 
Twas as a whirlwind blew! | 

Young William woke, and ſhook with fear, 
*I was Irving and his crew 


A. band of bearded ruffians fierce, 
Had long by plunder thriv'd ; 

From man they nought but buffets had; 
By neck or nothing liv'd. 


For nightly murders often hir'd, 
Bandit” by bandit? ſtood ; | 
For Irving now, and proffer'd gold, 
To ſhed young William's blood. 
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But how to take young William s life, 
A valiant youth was he; 

More bold and brave to ſell the lone, 

Or drown him in the fea. 


When ftraight their boiſt*rous captain ſpoke, 


They tore him from his bride ; 
And bound into their veſſel lay, 
While frantic Ellen cry'd. 


She tore her hair, and beat her breaſt, 
O ſpare ! O ſpare my dear! 

O ſpare !. O ſpare! the barb'rous crew, 
All pityleſs did hear! 


The ſwelling breezes fill the ſails, 
They ſkim'd along the main; 
With brim-full eyes fair Ellen look'd 

All cheerleſs, and in vain ! 


The wind blew bleak, now hollow blew, 
And whiſtl'd o'er the ſhore ; 

The curling waves now mount on high, 
And furious billows roar. 


Each curling wave was tip'd with foam, 
Stream'd ſparkling in the wind; 

Huge clouds of ſpray ſhot thro' the ſky, 
And left the wave behind.. 
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Black grew the clouds, the wind howls loud, 


Yet loud, and louder roars ! 


The waves they mount like mountains 1 1 


And daſh the rocky ſhores. 


The ſhip it ſeem'd the ſport of fate, 
The crew all ſtood aghaſt; 


' Alaſhing wave broke o'er the deck, 


And bore away the maſt. 


Anon ſhe mounts, and dives the deep, 
Another laſh comes o'er ; 

And men, and ſhrowds, and tackle all, 
Away with fury tore! 


What horrors filPd fair Ellen's breaſt, 
She ſaw her William gone! 

She ſaw the hulk, and all ingulph'd, 
And ſunk into a ſwoon, 


But fate ſmiles on fair Virtue's child, 
Thro? ſtorms of life to guide; 


Kind Providence her William brought, 


And lay'd by Ellen's fide. 


His youthful boſom ſwoln with grief, 
Embrac'd the clay-cold maid ; 
Her life returning, breath'd again, 
And ſmiling Cupids play'd. 
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Soon as the purple morn ſhot forth 


Up roſe the lovely pair, reſolv'd 


The gentle lovers came to ſtray 
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Its bright all- cheering ray; 
And melting drank the pearly drops 
Which, gliſt'ning, hail'd the day. 


To leave the dang'rous ſea; 


They wander'd, till they ſtop'd at night, 


In fair Kirconnel lee. 1 


But fate which brought young William back, | 


Sav'd cruel Irving too; 
And drove aſhore upon a wreck, 
But drown'd the barb'rous crew. 


Now furious anger tore his breaſt, 


The lovely pair ſought he; 
Where bark 1{h Eirtle rolls his ſtream, 
Thro? fair Kirconne! lee. 


Deep in a gloomy den he hid, 


Young William's life to take; 


A twanging bow acroſs his breaſt, 


And quiver at his back. 


Soft was the eve when dulcet dews 


Deſcended light and calm; 


Amid the heavenly balm. 
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Still as they ſtray d the banks alone, 
Still liſt'ning to the note; 
Like them, a little robin lov'd, 
And warbling tun'd its throat. 


Thus ſweetly down this heavenly vale 
Theſe happy lovers trod; 
From out the glen fierce Irving ſprangs. 

And botl'd his angry blood. 


Unſeen-behind a hazel buſh, 
He bent his-fatal bow ; 

A yard long barbed arrow fixt, 
Upon the twiſted tow. 


Fair Ellen ſaw the furious youth, 
She ſaw the pointed dart; | 
Drawn to the head, the twanging bow 
Was aim'd at William's heart! 


She knew 'twas Irving by his men 
Swift as the arrow flew; 

She inſtant leapt before her love, 
And Irving Ellen flew. 


| Out ſprang the warm blood from her heart, 
Young. William's cheeks grew white; 
His pale lips quiver'd, gnaſh'd his teeth, 


All frantic at the fight !. 
C. 
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Reſolv d to wreak his furious rage, 


On haughty Irving's creſt; 
Now melting all in grief and ſhame, 
In anguiſh beats his breaſt. 


Then ſtooping o'er his bleeding love, 
He ſnatch'd the eruel dart; 

And almoſt frantic in his rage, 
Had drove it to his heart. 


Fair Ellen ſaw, with lily hand 
She ftay'd his angry arm ; 

May angels guard thee when I'm gone, 
And ſhield thy life from harm. 


Another word the never ſpoke, 


But let me ever he - 
In this ſame ſpot, my death and grave; 
And clos'd her eyes to die. 


Young William ſpoke all Wild with grief, 
My love, I'll bury thee ; 

E'er long III lay me by thy ſide, 
In fair Kirconnel lee. 


He now began to rave and rage, 

_ His riven boſom wrought; 

With frightful dreams he woke at nights, 
And grappl'd Irving's throat. 


PER : 

Reſolv'd to chace him thro' the world, 

The coward Irving fled; 

Afraid leſt frantic William's rage 
Should wreak upon his head. 


Swift thro? the woods, thro? moor, and dell, 

He fled before the wind ; 
Spurr'd on by fear, he breathleſs ran, 
And ſcarcely look'd behind. 


In Britain's ifle there was no place, 
But William he was there; 

Nor cot, nor cave, nor wood, nor kell, 
But ſaw fierce William ſtare. 


As horror works in cruel breaſts, 
As conſcience goads and ftings, 
Sp William cloſe as conſcience keeps, 
As cloſe as conſcience clings, 


As ſpots of blood begore the hand, 
Of midnight murder foul; 

Clofe as thoſe fpots ſtill William keeps, 
And graſps fierce Irving's ſoul. 


On hips and haws, on crabs and ſloes, 
He led a wretched time ; 

On chips and haws, young William too, 
Purſu'd from clime to clime. 
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Far as he n him to the North, 
E' en to the icy pole; 

Thro' ſtony Lapland's dreary wilds, 

Where tumbling rivers roll. 


Nor yet among the furly Ruſſe, 
Found he a place of reſt ; 

Nor Dane, nor Swede; thro* Norway's wood | 
Still William * chac'd, 


Still as he pal d thro* wood and wild, 
Thhro' brake and murky fen; 
Where darkling hung the drizzling dewe, 
Upon the favage den. | 


No roaming bear had he to fear, 
Nor wolf that howls by night ; 

But William's arm was all he fear'd, 
And William was in fight? 


Thro' hideous wilds and wilderneſs, 
Where hugeſt horrors reign: _ 

Where ſnows impending deep and dark 
A gloomy dire domain. 


Thro' thick and thin, thro? wet and dry, 
Thro? den, and dank, and dub; | 
Thro' ſcratching briars, buſh and brake, 
Their goary bodies rub. 


Heedleſs of the impending rock, 
Among the Samoid race; 


Till on the black and deſert wild, 
Of roving Tartar fierce. 


Oft did he wiſh their twanging bows, 
Would ſend a deadly dart ; 

He fear*d'no Tartar's twanging bow, 
But William cow'd his heart! 


Oft as they ſkirr'd athwart the plain, 
Free as the mountain blaſt, 

He call'd upon'their rugged forms, 
And bar'd his haggard breaſt. 


Their horſes hoofs, mid rifing ſand, 
Oft wrap'd him in a cloud ; 

But ſtill was vengeful William he 
Amid the ſable ſhroud. 


The ſkies grew wild with dire portent.; 
More ſharp than mortal wound 

His paſſions rag*d, and rang a peal 
Thro? all his boſom's bound. 


He panted ſore, yet urg'd his way, 
His hopes were fading faſt; 

Yet in deſpair and furious rage, 
He bore it to the laſt. 
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At length he ſtop'd as lank as death, 


and William lank as he; 


Prepar'd to fight as grim as ghoſts! 


A horrid fight to ſee! 


Their bodies ſcarr'd, and -ſcratch'd, and hard, 
They ſcarce a clout had on; | 

Their hair and beards were long and rough, 
Their feet as hard as horn. 


All filth they were, unwaſh'd and torn, 
Their bodies black with hair; 

And nought but bone and finew left, 
To bide th" inclement air. 


Their ſwords they ſcarcely now could draw, 
Long ruſted in their ſheaths; 

At laſt came out their iron blades, 
And furious anger breathes ! 


They to it go, now cut and ſlaſh, 
With all their might and main; 


They tilt and ſtrike, they thruſt and __ 


Upon the Tartar plain. 


But William's arm the ſtrongeſt prov'd, 


By cruel Irving's fall; 


He hack'd and hew'd his man gl'd corſe, 


All into pieces ſmall. 
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In vain he.try'd by ſuch revenge, 
To hide the grizzly dart; 
Which cruel Ir ving fatal ſent, 
To pierce his Ellen's heart. 


Now all alone, and all forlorn, 
And fore was William's heart; 
Before his eyes ſtill Ellen cries, 
Pull out this hated dart! 


He thought of nought but graves and death, 
All torn, forlorn, and lame; | 
With riven breaſt he thought of home, 
And wander'd as he came. 


Still on him, ſtill his Ellen cries, 

In fair Kirconnel lee; 

I come, I come, I come my love, 
I come to lie with thee ! 


Oft' would he fit him on a ſtone, 
| Vpon the weary waſte ; 

A ſtone as hard as was the heart, 
That pierc*d his Ellen's breaſt. 


Thus did he wander, wander on,. 
Still nearer, nearer home; 

And Rep by ſtep on Ellen thought, 
He thought of Ellen's tomb. 


And till he reach'd the ſweeteſt ſpot;. 
Where gods might love to dwell ; ; 
But by the ſtings of cruel fate, 
To him was made a hell. 


Here in the centre of the vale, 
There ſtands an ancient croſs; 
Its trunk is grey, and old in years, 
And cover'd o'er the moſs. 
Againſt it leans his: matter'd frame, 
In fair Kirconnel lee; f 
But ſtill on him his Ellen cries, | : 
To bear her company. 


He caft a look oder all his ſoul, 
His young and happy day; 

The tears ran trickling down his checke, 
In grief he melts away. | 


Still leaning ”gainft the moſſy ſtone, 
The proſpect ſeem*d to gloom ; 
His ſoul could find no reſting place, 

But in his Ellen's tomb. 


I: come, I come, I will not 'ftay, 
What folly 'tis to wait; 

| He lay'd him down on Ellen's 5 

1 And there he broke his heart. 
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Let future ages know the place, 
There grows a lovely tree; 


And ſpreads its arms o'er Ellen's — 85 : 


In fair Kirconnel lee. 


A flender 'poplar by it grows, 
With tender boughs entwin'd ; 
The guardian elm, like William till, 
Proves to his Ellen kind. 


High tow'ring o'er Kirconnel's vale, 

A lofty tow'r there ſtands ; 

Rear'd in rude times of Agincourt, 
And all the plain commands. 


Where brawling Kirtle rowls beneath, 
his dark and mooriſh ſtream ; 

His banks bedeck'd with aged oak, 
Where noiſy herons ſcream. 


Here oft” the furious whirlwinds roar, 
Up roots the knotty oak ; 


Here blafls athwart the birch tree's hiſs, 


And lofty turrets rock. 


Here poets lonely love to ftray, 
*Tis here the lovers lie ; 

Here ſtrangers come to view the grave, 
And heave a mournful figh ! 
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Here ev ſhall they lie in peace, 
For ages yet to com 
Here wailing ſorrow oft ſhall nie, B 70 
To weep o'er Ellen's tomb. 
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